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ASTRAL OPPRESSION AT ONE IN THE MORNING 


It's going on one 

In the morning 

| just made 

A failed attempt at sleep 
It's looking like 

It might be 

A rough one 

A rough night 

These “astral spirits” 


“astral beings” 


Are talking up a storm 

The physical sensations 

Are present to 

It hasn't been anything 
Over-the-top intense so far 
But it’s enough 

To disrupt my effort 

To get to sleep 

And so here I am 

It’s almost one in the morning 
It's the middle of December 
It’s pretty damn cold outside 
I’ve got my heater going 


It’s filling my small apartment 


With just the right kind 

Of background noise 

That these entities like to use 

To make me hear them louder 
An eerie soundscape is conceived 
All that steady sound 

Is like a gate 

Through which these voices pass 
Of course 

Skeptics will just say 

It's all pareidolia 

That my mind 

Is just tricking itself 
Subconsciously 

Looking for patterns 

And voices in the noise 

Yet after all this time 

After all of the rather unpleasant 
Experiences with these voices 

| tend to believe 

That | wouldn’t 

Go looking for them at all 

Not consciously 

Not subconsciously 

NO........ not anymore 

In the beginning sure 

Back when | was 

Doing my recording sessions 


Back before some of the voices 


Came out of the recordings 

I was looking to hear them 

Back then 

And now 

Here | am hearing them 

In the middle of the night 
Unable to sleep 

Trying to fix the situation 

With a little more sleep-aid 

But it's not always fixable 

As they so want me to hear them 
And then there’s also 

The physical end of things 

Just a few minutes ago 

While | was still in bed 

Trying to sleep 

I felt “something” 

Not all that large 

But not all that small either 
Moving around on my body 

Is that pareidolia to? 

| don't let it 

Get to me anymore 

Skeptics can’t help anyway 
Certainly not tonight 

But maybe some more sleep-aid can 
My eyes are getting heavier now 
ril make another try for sleep 


Through that gauntlet 


Where these voices speak 

In a dark room 

And the night beyond 

Is so very cold 

Which is nothing unexpected 


This time of year 
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